2O           THE    ONLIE    BEGETTER
In the spring of 1931 I was apparently as far away
from proving anything as I had been in 1929. But one
cannot be in continuous contact with the most vital
period of English literature without becoming attuned
to its atmosphere and a participator in its events and
controversies. For me this cut both ways, for while it
brought the age to life it also involved me in a multi-
tude of details, pedigrees and what-nots, the vast
majority of which, as it turned out, had nothing to do
withMr.W.H.
Then suddenly something happened that changed
the entire situation. And it was owing to this circum-
stance and others following close upon it that within a
month I knew for a positive fact that the William
Herbert, or Harbert, of the Dictionary of National Bio-
graphy was not the William Harbert who had written
'Cadwallader'.
I can well imagine that a basic error of this kind,
appearing in so authoritative a work of reference as
the DJV.B., must have proved no less a stumbling-
block to others than it did to me. It was originally
due, I think, to certain lines in 'Cadwallader', notably
those in the second Dedicatory Poem, beginning:
These Poems which my infant labours send, and a later
mention of my unripened years, lines which were evid-
ently taken literally by some of the nineteenth-cen-
tury commentators, who found in an allusion to